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THE DYING BLIND GIRL.' 



The shadows of death gather softly around 
me, 
The morn of niy future dawns in the sky ; 
Dark, sombre earth, soon, soon shall I leave 
thee; 
The summons hath come, and the hour 
draweth nigh ! 
Kiss me, my mother, a joy falleth on me; 
Peace fills my heart, for my pilgrimage 
ends; 
The Father of love, in his plenteous mercy, 
With, vision to bless me, his messenger 
sends ! 
Sweet voices of angels, all lovingly tell me 

The long dreary time of my darkness is o'er; 
Soon day shall break, and the glory supernal 

In visible splendor its radiance pour ! 
Now shall the veil from my dim eyes be sun- 
dered, 
Now shall my sorrow and mournf ulness flee, 
Borne to yon land, where the weary find com- 
fort; 
Mother, dear mother, oh weep not for me I 
Arthur Matthison. 



* The author holds the copyright of this poem. 

[Ed. W. A. J.] 



THE MARRIAGE OF LISZT. 



After having passed the summer in visit- 
ing the principal towns in Germany, the cel- 
ebrated pianist, Liszt, arrived at Prague in 
October, 1846. 

The day after he came, his apartment was 
entered by a stranger — on old man, whose 
appearance indicated misery, and suffering. 
The great musician received him with a cor- 
diality which he would not, perhaps, have 
shown a nobleman. Encouraged by his kind- 
ness, his visitor said: "I come to you, sir, as 
a brother. Excuse me if I take this title, 
notwithstanding the distance that divides us; 
but formerly I could boast some skill in play- 
ing on the piano, and by giving instruction, 
I gained a comfortable livelihood. Now I 
am old, feeble, burdened with a large family, 
and destitute of pupils. I live at Nurem- 
burg, but came to Prague to seek to recover 
the remnant of a small property which be- 
longed to my ancestors. Although nominal- 
ly successful, the expense of a long litigation 
has more than swallowed up the trifling sum 
I recovered. To-morrow I set out for home 
— penniless." 

" And you have come to me? You have 
done well, and I thank you for this proof of 
your esteem. To assist a brother professor 
is to me more than a duty — it is a pleasure. 
Artists should have their purse in common; 
and if fortune neglects some in order to treat 
others better than they deserve, it only makes 
it more necessary to preserve the equilibrium 
by fraternal kindness. That's my system ; so 
don't speak of gratitude, for I feel that I only 
discharge a debt." 

As he uttered these generous words, Liszt 
opened another drawer in his writing-case, 
and started when he saw that his usual depo- 
sitory for his money contained but three du- 
cats. He summoned his servant. 

" Where is the money ?" he asked. 

" There, sir !" replied the man, pointing 
to the open drawer. 

" There ! why, there is scarcely anything !" 

"I know it, sir. If you please to remem- 
ber, I told you yesterday that the cash was 
nearly exhausted." 



"You see, my dear brother," said Liszt, 
smiling, "that for the moment I am no 
richer than you; but fiat does not trouble 
me; I have credit, and I can make money 
start from the keys of my piano. However, 
as you are in haste to leave Prague and re- 
turn home, you shall not be delayed by my 
present want of funds." 

So saying, he opened another drawer, and 
taking out a splendid medallion, gave it to 
the old man. "There," said he, "that will 
do. It was a present made to me by the Em- 
peror of Austria; his own portrait set in dia- 
monds. The painting is nothing remark- 
able, but the stones are.fin&nvT&ke^theny 
and dispose of theni, and whatever they 
shall bring shall be yours." 

The old musician tried in vain to decline 
so rich a gift. Liszt would not hear of a re- 
fusal, and the poor man at length withdrew, 
invoking the choicest blessings of heaven on 
his generous benefactor. He then repaired 
to the shop of the principal jeweler in the 
city, in order to sell the diamonds. Seeing 
a miserably dressed man anxious to dispose 
of magnificent jewels with whose value he 
appeared unacquainted, the master of the 
shop very naturally suspeoted his honesty; 
and while appearing to examine the dia- 
monds with very close attention, he whis- 
pered a few words in the ear of one of his as- 
sistants. The latter went out and speedily 
returned, accompanied by several soldiers of 
police, who arrested the unhappy artist, in 
spite of his protestations of innocence. 

"You must first come to prison," they 
said, "afterwards you can give an explana- 
tion to the magistrate. " 

The prisoner wrote a few lines to his ben- 
efactor, imploring his assistance. Liszt has- 
tened to the jeweler. 

" Sir, " # said he, "you have caused the 
arrest of an honest man. " Come with me im- 
mediately and let us have him released. He 
is the lawful owner of ths jewels in question, 
for I gave them to him. " 

"But, sir," said the merchant, "who are 
you ?" 

" My name is Liszt. " 

"I don't know any rich man by that 
name. " 

"That maybe; yet I am tolerably well 
known." 

"Are you aware, sir, that these diamonds 
are worth six thousand florins — that is to 
say, about five thousand guineas, or twelve 
thousand francs ?" 

" So much the better for him on whom I 
have bestowed them." 

"But in order to make such a present, 
you must be very wealthy. " 

"My actual fortune consists of three 
ducats. " 

" Then you are a magician ?" 

"If you choose, I'll disclose to you the 
magic I employ." 

Liszt had seen a piano in the parlor behind 
the shop. He opened it, and ran his fingers 
over the keys; then seized by sudden inspi- 
ration he improvised one of those soul-touch- 
ing symphonies peculiar to himself, i 

As he sounded the first chords, a beautiful 
young girl entered the room. While the 
melody continued she remained speechless 
and immovable; then, as the last note died 
away, she cried^with irresistible enthusiasm: 

"Bravo! Liszt! 'tis wondrous !" 

"Dost thou know him, then, my daugh- 
ter ?" asked the jeweler. 

"This is the first time I have had the 
pleasure of seeing or hearing him," replied 



she, " but I know that none living, save 
Liszt, could draw such sounds from the 
piano." 

Expressed with grace and modesty, by a 
young lady of remarkable beauty, the admi- 
ration could not fail to be more than flatter- 
ing to an artist. However, after making his 
best acknowledgments, Liszt withdrew, in 
order to release the prisoner, and was accom- 
panied by the jeweler. 

Grieved at his mistake, the worthy mer- 
chant sought to repair it by inviting the two 
musicians to supper. The honors of" the 
table were done by his amiable daughter, 
who appeared no less touched at the gene- 
rosity of Liszt than astonished at his talent. 

That night the musicians of the city sere- 
naded their illustrious brother. The next 
day the nobles and most distinguished in- 
habitants of Prague presented themselves at 
his door. They entreated him to give some 
concerts, leaving it to himself to fix any sum 
he pleased as a remuneration. Then the 
jeweler perceived that talent, even in a pecu- 
niary light, may be more valuable than the 
most precious diamonds. Liszt continued 
to go to his house, and to the merchant's 
great joy he perceived that his daughter was 
the cause of these visits. He began to love 
the company of the musician, and the fair 
girl, his child, certainly did not hate him. 

One morning the jeweler, coming to the 
point with German frankness, said to Liszt: 

"How do you like my daughter ?" 

"She is an angel. !" 

" What do you think of marriage ?" 

"I think so well of it, that I have the 
greatest possible inclination to try it." 

" What would you say to a fortune of three 
million francs ?" 
" '"'I would' willinglyaccept •it." 

"Well, we understand each other. My 
daughter pleases you, and you please my 
daughter. Her fortune is ready; be my son- 
in-law. " 

"With all my heart." 

The marriage was celebrated in the course 
of the following week. 

And this, according to the chronicles of 
Prague, is a true account of the marriage of 
the great and good pianist, Liszt. 



THE DUMB PATNTER OF LOGRONO. 



The warm, glowing afternoon of a Spanish 
day was waning to its sunset, and the dim- 
ness of the room where Maraquita was sitting 
was lighted up by little flecks of western rays 
that come through the lattices and played 
upon her white dress and cool white of the 
marble floor. She was sitting upon a couch 
of light construction, the whole being twist- 
ed from canes; while her small feet, with 
their delicate silken slippers, were resting 
upon another couch of the same material. 
Around her swept the waves of her long, 
black hair, which she was coiling and uncoil- 
ing alternately; now gathering the heavy 
masses into one or two long, rich braids, and 
then flinging down the wreath of tresses, un- 
til they bound her like a bridal veil. 

The poor little Spanish lady was evidently 
ill at ease. The elastio lounge, upon which 
her slender figure was supported, swayed, and 
bent with her nervous movements ; and the 
pet dog that lay beside her, vainly trying to 
lick her hand, seemed astonished that it 
would not lie still long enough for the ope- 
ration. 

" What can I do, Max ?" she said, address- 



